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	1. I GET ARRESTED

**So...first story on fanfiction. Yay!**

**Disclaimer: I do not own Percy Jackson or anything Rick Riordan has written. This was just an idea I had. **

_ONE: I GET ARRESTED_

"Okay," I muttered. "Chips, bread...what else am I missing?"

I searched my pockets momentarily and pulled out my shopping list. Shoes! That's what I needed. I glanced around the Walmart to make sure that no one was looking before slipping the two packages of food inside my tattered jacket's pockets. And no, I was not stealing. I was..._borrowing_. Without permission. But who needs permission nowadays anyways? And besides, I needed it more than they did. It's not my fault that I didn't have any money!

At least, that's what I told myself. But even after steal— er, borrowing — for almost all of my life, the guilt still ate away at me. I hated doing this. And I knew that some might have thought it odd that even though I literally grew up on the streets that I have a sense of morality.

I made my way down the aisle and wandered over to the shoe section of the store. The sneakers that I had were falling apart and did me no favors, so they needed to be replaced. Several women walked past me and gave me curious looks, but I paid them no attention. I needed to leave fast before someone realized what I was doing, and I could not run in these crap shoes. I sprinted to the Converse section and quickly selected a pair of purple high-top sneakers. Purple was my favorite color, and I didn't have time to pick a new one. I sat down on a chair and slipped the pair of shoes onto my feet, using my hunting knife to cut the tie attaching them. I slipped my old pair and the Converse box under the chair and walked casually out the door and past the cash registers in a matter of seconds. Other than a few more odd looks, I don't think anyone suspected anything.

Overhead, a huge storm was brewing, with clouds blacker than any I've ever seen. The clouds were so far-reaching that they completely covered the moon. I figured maybe it was global warming or something, because the weather all across New York State had been weird since Christmas. We'd had massive snow storms, massive tides, and wildfires from lightning strikes. I wouldn't have been surprised if this was a hurricane blowing in or something.

Nobody else seemed to notice. Some guys were pelting pigeons with rocks. A girl was trying to pickpocket from a lady's purse, and, of course, the police weren't seeing a thing.

I guess I should introduce myself. My name is Alex, I'm 15, and I am currently homeless.

Just to clarify, I do not sleep in the middle of the road or anything like that, but I don't live in an actual house. Not that I'm complaining, but my life hadn't exactly been all sunshine and rainbows up until this point.

Anyways, I dashed down a alleyway or two to avoid being seen with stolen goods and slammed right into a brick wall. Lays Salt and Vinegar chips and bread flew out of my hands and over my head as I hit the wall and then the sidewalk as I fell.

"Oh," I moaned. "Ow."

Note to self: never run with groceries. Ever.

I picked myself up off the ground and sighed. The chips had busted open and the bread landed in a soggy gutter full of who-knows-what. No way was I touching either of those again. If I touched those now and tried to eat them, I'd get sick. Trust me, I know from experience. But I was also stuck without anything to eat for the night. Which meant I'd have to dig into my emergency supply. Which meant if I had to leave New York City, I'd have less food. Which would be bad.

So I trudged unhappily to Central Park and sat on a park bench.

Now I know what you're thinking: Why is she going to Central Park when it's night and about to rain? The answer is because I live here. In Central Park.

I have wondered myself several times why I had not been discovered and kicked off the property. I almost had been, several times. But there are places in the trees, little niches that people don't think to check. And those places are where I sleep, eat, live, and store my things. I had piled exactly 5 rocks in what I hoped had been a pyramid in front of the comfiest tree with my blanket, knapsack, and food.

I stood and walked towards said tree. It was a tall pine tree, with long and thick branches. It was dark, but I've never had trouble seeing in the dark, so I found it without too much problem. I looked around me to see if anyone was here. Nope. I scampered up the tree like a squirrel and reached my branch about halfway up. Another fun fact about me: I actually like living in a tree. I like the fact that I can leave whenever I want, nobody knows I'm here, and I just love the smell of the tree and the outdoors. It was invigorating: the smell of the pine needles, the wind, the moonlight shining down on me. I guess what I'm trying to say was that it was peaceful.

For the most part.

**x x x**

I'd like to say that I slept well that night, but the truth, was I didn't. I kept thinking about the chips and bread in the alley, probably eaten by rats by now. And I got mad at myself, and my life, even at Walmart. I _needed_ that food. Badly. Not only did I have to dig into my horde of food that I've been saving, but I discovered that at least half of the things I've been carrying were covered in mold and were unfit to eat.

So I climbed down from my tree and grabbed almost all of my things: the knapsack filled halfway with food.

My knapsack consisted of several things: about $20 for emergencies, a needle and cloth for attempting to patch up my clothes, an extra pair of socks, a pad of paper and a pencil, and a silver watch that didn't work. I had considered selling the watch, but it wasn't worth much if it didn't work, and it was the only item I had from my mother.

I never knew my parents. My father, from what I understand, is dead, and my mother abandoned me at foster care in Queens when I was nine months old. The only thing I remember from her was this glow around her face and a warm smile as she looked down at me. But then I think this image couldn't match with her, because otherwise, why would she leave me with a whole bunch of buffoons who didn't remotely know how to take care of me at all?

Anyways, that's not the point. The point is that I wasn't going to sell the watch. Which was the main reason for why I had to steal. I just didn't have enough money to buy things like normal people. But normal was boring anyways.

I walked out of the park, turned down a couple more streets, and walked into a store. (And when I say store, I mean a large supermarket filled with fresh fruit, valuable items, and a whole bunch of junk food.) Just the smell of the place made my mouth water, as if I were nostalgic for something that I had never known: a full stomach.

The place was full of people, mostly farmers and pawn shop owners, who didn't pay a dirty street rat like me much attention. This worked to my advantage, because I was able to steal fresh fruits from a couple stands, and a small portion of junk food. The junk food was not very valuable to me, because I had to focus on things that would keep me healthy, and not just things that would drag my health farther down then it already was. I decided that it had been a good idea to bring my knapsack, because it gave me the ability to store more stolen items that I normally would inside my jacket.

But the main reason that I was here was to check the missing children's posters. I knew they had been several months since my face has graced the board, but it never hurt to be too careful. I could not afford any more attention, otherwise I would probably be arrested and thrown into Juvy when caught stealing. Which would be very bad, because I've heard the things that happen in jail, and I would not survive them.

I pushed my way through the crowd and made my way towards a large wooden board filled with papers and posters. Most of them were none of my concern, and I therefore paid them no attention. I knew what I was there for and I normally don't let anything draw my attention away. But, I do have ADHD, so when I saw a picture of a boy with brown hair, green eyes, black tortoiseshell glasses, and a goofy grin plastered to his face holding a large trophy, I naturally got distracted.

_LIAM BENTLEY WINS MEDIEVAL SWORD_ _CONTEST!_

_Last week, the annual Renaissance fair came to New York city. And as always each year, they held a __medieval sword competition. Grown men have practice all year to test their mettle in a grueling competition. Many people have come away with grave injuries, And it was considered several times that the practice should be disbanded. But for once something good has come out of the contest: the youngest winner ever. _

_Liam Bentley is a Sophomore at at Goode High School here in NY. His father was an apparent winner of the competition, though Bentley had never wielded a sword himself before. When he heard one of the older players insult his father, Bentley immediately signed up for the competition. _

_"I didn't really think about it at the time," he says. "I was just really angry with that guy."_

_Little did he know, Bentley would come out on top of the heap, producing the youngest winner ever: 15 years old. _

_In other news, Mrs. Rudenheifer's cat has managed to trap_ _itself in a tree yet again. Page B1._

I shook my head to refocus my attention. Children's Posters. That's what we're here for. Focus.

I pulled my eyes away from the news and look at the missing children's posters. I looked down the list in a rapid manner, especially aware of the fact that I had stolen items in my knapsack. At any moment someone could walk up to me and take a look at my knapsack because they thought I was stealing. I didn't want to take that risk, because once again, it would probably mean I would go to some form of Jail. I continued to look down the list, but luckily didn't find any mention of me or anyone that looks remotely like me. Which meant nobody was looking for me. Which was a good thing I guess, but it was a bad thing because... Well, it meant that no one was looking for me.

I have gotten used to being alone over the years, but it was getting pretty tiring. A part of me wanted to be found or caught, because it would mean that it would give me a chance to go back to the adoption homes or foster care and find a real family. But yet another part of me knew that this was impossible. I had been there for six years and nobody had wanted me. (There comes a point in foster care and when you're up for adoption, when you get too old, where nobody and I mean _nobody_ wants to adopt you anymore. It was in every story about some orphan living on the streets, but it was true.)

"Hey! You with the knapsack and hoodie!"

That was me. I looked over my shoulder to find a vendor selling fruit standing behind a police officer. Where did he come from?

"Yeah?" I said, stupidly.

"You have this man's food sticking out of your bag." The officer said.

I glanced at the piece of bread sticking out and sighed inwardly. Here we go again.

I ran.

Dashing to the left, I shoved a couple out of the way and ran as fast as I could down a path between a row of vendors and bathrooms.

"Hey!" The police officer said. "Stop!"

_Yeah right,_ I thought. _Like that's gonna work._

I tried to find another exit, but people were massing around me and trying to grab my bag.

"Hey!" Someone yelled.

"Stop her!" Someone shouted.

"That's my pineapple!"

What?

As yet another person grabbed at me, I jumped onto a table full of arts and crafts and ran right over their heads.

I was ten yards away from the door. I thought I was home free.

But as I jumped down from another table, I realized that I had completely forgotten about the Police Officer.

His arms slammed into my legs ad I fell to the floor with a devastating THUD.

"Put your hands in the air!" The police officer said.

I did as he said.

He handcuffed me. Took me to his car and gave the vendors back their food. Took my bag as evidence. Made me seat buckle myself in. Started the car.

It was then that I realized this one fact:

I had been caught.

**Yeah, I know. It was kinda short. But I'm typing this on my phone, so it looked kinda long. Anyways, give me feedback! Please! I want to know if my writing sucks!**


	2. A POLICE OFFICER BUYS ME A CHEESEBURGER

**Second chapter! Whoo. **

_TWO: A POLICE OFFICER BUYS ME A CHEESEBURGER_

"What's your name?"

"Where do you live?"

"Why did you steal the food?"

These were all questions that were asked of me. I remained silent. If I tell them who I am and that I'm homeless, they'll send me back to Foster care.

"Who are your parents?"

"Did anyone else help you?"

"Are you hungry?"

My head snapped up immediately. Was I hungry? Was the sky blue?

"Figured that'd catch your attention," the man in front of me said. The sudden smell of McDonald's hit me like an aroma from heaven, and my mind was filled with images and tastes of cheeseburgers and fries. I looked down at the man's feet to see a large bag where the heavenly smell was originating from. "Answer my questions—" the man grabbed the bag and plopped it on the table. A small portion of fries dropped out. My mouth watered. "—and you'll get all this." He pulled out a double cheeseburger, large fries, and a large chocolate milkshake. I was about ready to rip these handcuffs off of me and devour it all.

"Now. What is your name?" The man said. He was about 6 feet tall, with blond hair and hazel eyes.

"Alex."

"No last name?"

"When you find my parents, you can ask them." I said, eyes still on the food. I realized with a start that I had just revealed the two things that kept me from going to Foster care. The man didn't seem to notice.

"Well, it's nice to meet you, Alex. I'm Lawrence."

He stood up from his chair and unlocked my handcuffs. I flexed my hands and rotated my wrists to get out the kinks as he slid the fries over. Without hesitating, I dug into the container and ate my heart out. It was about 2 minutes after he gave me the fries that I finished them.

"Wow. I guess you're really hungry."

Yeah, no duh, Sherlock.

I licked the salt off my fingers as he asked me another question. "We found a significant amount of stolen food in your bag, Alex. Why'd you steal it all?"

I snorted. "It's not stealing if you need that food to survive."

"But you had plenty of other food in your bag. You didn't need to steal."

"That food was for emergencies. I wasn't willing to take from that yet. It would mean that I would have to steal even more later to replenish that supply and feed myself for the day. I figured that it would be easier to just steal myself some breakfast."

Lawrence seemed surprised by my logic. "Where do you live?"

I shrugged. He opened the wrapper on the cheeseburger. "Central Park. The big pine tree."

"You live in a tree?" He asked incredulously.

I shrugged again. "It's better than living in a gutter so someone can knife me."

"True." He slid me the cheeseburger. "Officer Jones—the guy who arrested you— noticed that you were staring at the missing children's posters. Any reason why that is?"

And there it was: the question to end all questions. If I told him, he'd know for sure that I needed to go back to foster care. But if I didn't tell him, he would withhold that large chocolate milkshake from me and possibly send me to Juvy.

I bit my lip and tried to decide. Finally, I lied. "I was looking at the newspaper clipping on the board."

Lawrence cocked his head at me. "Were you? Then why did Officer Jones say you spent at least five minutes there reading?"

"I'm dyslexic." Which was true.

"Huh." For a second, I thought he was going to slap those handcuffs on me again, but he must have been satisfied with my answer, because he gave me the milkshake, which I drank thirstily and finished my cheeseburger. "So here's my dilemma, kid. I don't know what to do with you. I could send you back out on the streets, which I don't want to do. I could send you to Juvy. I could even send you to Foster care. But I know you don't want any of those options. How old are you?"

"Fifteen."

He whistled. "Thought you'd be older. So here's the thing, Alex. Legally, I have to send you to either Juvy or Foster care. Morally, I'd rather have you stay at one of the officer's houses and enroll you in school. I've known a couple kids from foster care, and they all didn't like it. You've got that same look about you now, and I don't want to make you do something you don't want to. So here's what I'm going to do. I'm going to let you go on one condition: you 100 bucks from me and buy yourself some food for two days. After that, you come back here. Should have something worked out for you by then. Alright?"

Hmm, free food and a pass from jail? Um, yes please. "Sure."

"Great." Lawrence dug into his pocket and pulled out 5 crumpled twenty dollar bills. My mouth fell open. Who just carries around 100 dollars with them? Lawrence slid the money over to me and I placed the twenties in my pocket.

"Thank you," I said.

"Anytime."

x x x

The two days passed rather quickly. On the first day, after the police gave me back my knapsack (empty of food) I went back to my tree and pulled out my pad of paper. Sitting in one of the lower branches, I calculated the god costs for two days. It wasn't very easy, because I was terrible at math. But I tried.

Three meals a day for two days was six meals. At McDonald's, I could probably buy the same meals for four of those—two cheeseburgers and medium fries—was about $3.79. Multiplied by four was...what? $14? $15?

The words and numbers started swimming around the page and running laps around the inside of my head. I took a deep breath and looked away from the page for a moment. It had started to rain outside, and the smell of wet dirt reached my senses. I loved rain. I breathed the smell in deeply before turning back to the page.

Since the other four meals were around $15, I still had two meals to account for: Breakfast. If I got an egg and cheese biscuit and a sausage McMuffin each day, that's about $5. I think. So 15 plus 5 is...20. So that means that I had about $80 to spend on clothes. Fresh, clean clothes on hat didn't smell like the inside of a cow's butthole.

"Oh, thank God." I muttered aloud. I leaned a little out of my tree and looked at the sky. The sun was just setting; I should have time to visit a thrift shop. I think there was one near by. I placed my pad of paper in my knapsack and slid out of my tree with it hanging around my shoulders. Once again, I got a few odd looks, especially from a kid with curly hair on crutches, but I ignored them and started across the grass towards the thrift shop.

Housing Works Thrift Shops was a homey little shop, with a wood floor and racks of clothes, old couches and a guitar,and a whole bunch of little trinkets that I had no clue how to make function. As I walked in, a bell chimed overhead that was attached to the door. A woman with an afro of curly black hair appeared from a room behind the counter.

"Hello, darling." She said. "How are you?"

I shrugged and said, "Fine, I guess. Can I take a look around?"

"Sure, sure! Take all the time you need."

As soon as she said this, she disappeared into the room behind the counter again. I sighed and glanced around the store once. I guess I was on my own. Again.

After maybe 30 minutes or so of looking around the store, I finally found a nice pair of black jeans, a gray t-shirt, and a purple jacket in my size. And, as a bonus, it was all under $70. I smiled to myself as I approached the counter once again.

"Ahem." I said, in an attempt to summon the woman behind the counter. Nothing happened. I coughed loudly again. The woman was either ignoring me or she was deaf. I assumed that she had been ignoring me and sighed. I dug into my knapsack and produced three 20 dollar bills and placed them on the counter. Then I exited the store.

The rain had let up, so I found a porta potty and changed into my new(ish) clothes. It felt nice to have something fresh to wear again. I hadn't had something new given to me for a ling time.

**x x x**

On the second day, I went to the YMCA to take a shower. A wonderful, warm, cleansing shower sent above from the heavens. I used the soap they provided to clean my hair out thoroughly and then brushed it out with a cheap comb I had bought. Then I put it back in a ponytail. I scrubbed myself until I didn't smell like crap anymore. I felt satisfied with myself after I had dressed and applied a cheap deodorant I had also bought.

I was humming a tune to myself when a shock ran through my system: in a sudden urge to hide I crouched behind a potted shrub and watched.

The boy on crutches entered the YMCA and looked around. No, he didn't look around. He sniffed around, as if he smelled some kind of good food. Then he looked straight at me.

I swore under my breath and ducked back under the shrub. Why the hell was he following me? I am not that interesting. Other than the fact that I live in a tree and steal from people. I looked back over the bush. The boy in crutches was nowhere to be found. Had I imagined the whole thing?

Tentatively, I stood from behind the bush. Slinging my knapsack over my shoulder, I ran out of the YMCA. I was going to be late to the police station.

When I arrived, Lawrence was waiting for me. He looked uncomfortable and nervous, and I wondered what his superiors had said to him to make him like this. He was sitting on a bench outside the offices, so I joined him. Digging into my pockets, I have him the rest of his money: a grand total of $7.56. His eyes bugged out of his head and he laughed.

"You really burn through money fast, don't ya, kid."

I shrugged. "I did what you said. I think that was the first time I actually ate well."

Lawrence laughed again. "Don't have to tell me twice. Nice clothes, by the way."

"What did they say?" I asked, cutting right to the chase.

Lawrence immediately shrunk a little. "Well, the good news is they're not putting you in jail or foster care."

A large weight was lifted off my chest. "That's great! But what's the bad news?"

Lawrence sighed, and wouldn't look at me. "I'm your new guardian."

**x x x**

Lawrence's house was sweet. It was big enough for at least 4 people to each have a bedroom and a bathroom. My room was big and had a window seat. Outside the window was a ladder that led to the roof. My room had tons of books and shelves and even a desk. Overall, it was pretty cool. My life conditions had improved sevenfold.

The only bad thing was that I had to go to school now. The last time I had been to school had been what? Sixth or seventh grade? How was I supposed to catch up with what a sophomore in high school was doing?

Lawrence assured me that I would be assigned a tutor and a guide to get me through school. I wasn't so sure I would survive the first day.

Lawrence took me school supply shopping right before the stores closed. I received a gray and green messenger bag, five notebooks, a butt load of pencils and pens, and a calculator. He said I would go to school the next week and that I needed to read the school's "guidelines", whatever that meant. It mis have been something to do with the big book that I threw out.

I explained patiently to Lawrence that because of my dyslexia and ADHD, I would have a hard time focusing in the classroom and would die slowly inside. He told me that there were plenty of other kids at the school with my "problems". Great.

When I asked him what this supposed miracle school was called, he said, "Goode High."

**So, that was the second chapter. I can't decide whether or not I'm happy with it. Luckily, there's such a thing called a "review". So please send me some of those so I can know whether or not I suck!**


	3. I DESCEND INTO HELL

**...and we're on chapter three. I know there's supposed to be some kind of uniform for Goode High, but I didn't feel like making A****lex wear all that crap, so everyone's more relaxed here. Anyways, I think I'm hitting a record with how fast I'm writing these chapters. Normally it takes me a while, but look at me now! Three chapters in three days. Woo!**

**Disclaimer: I own nothing except my OC's. They're MINE.**

The day I went to school, I died on the inside. I had heard stories about the place, and was not thrilled to be going. I would much rather start from sixth grade when I left and then go on then start with new material that I didn't know. Add the fact that I live with a police officer and was homeless just last week, and I'd be dead meat if anyone found out.

I guess what I'm trying to say is that I was very, very nervous. I had never even set foot inside a high school before, much less enrolled in one.

Lawrence drove me to school in his police car. He might as well have slapped a sign on my forehead that said, "Bully Me!"

"Keep your head low," he told me. "Don't draw too much attention to yourself."

I rolled my eyes. "Geez, you act like I'm going into a battle zone or something. Should I take my suit of armor?"

Lawrence stared at the entrance to the school. "Have you ever been to a high school before?"

"No."

"You'll know what I mean by the end of the day."

And with that good omen, I grabbed my messenger bag and got out of the car. I was wearing a clean pair of blue jeans, a black t-shirt, and the same purple jacket (Lawrence took me shopping). My red hair was tied back in a ponytail. I adjusted the messenger strap uncomfortably and looked back at Lawrence in the car. He gave me two thumbs up. I looked back at the school.

Goode was this big brownstone building overlooking the East River. A bunch of BMWs and Lincoln Town Cars were parked out front. Staring up at the fancy stone archway, I wondered how long it would take me to get kicked out of this place and put back on the streets. I sighed loudly and walked up the steps and into the school with the other students pouring out of the buses and cars. The nice thing about a big crowd: Nobody notices you. You can blend in and not be seen. The bad thing about a big crowd: I couldn't figure out where the office was.

Lawrence told me that to meet my guide/tutor, I'd have to go to the office. And if I wanted to get to the office, I'd have to be able to see it. Which I couldn't do.

I started to panic. How was I supposed to be able to know where my classes were if I couldn't even find the office? I needed that guide.

So I pushed through the crowd like an olympic swimmer cuts through water and moved towards what looked like an important room. It had a clean, polished oak door and windows that allowed me to look inside. There was a desk where a woman was typing on a computer in front of chairs where students were patiently waiting. There was a hallway that led to the left.

Well, it looked like an office. I turned the doorknob on the oak door and pushed it open. But I pushed it open too hard and ended up stumbling through the door and nearly falling onto the floor. As you can probably guess, I was pretty clumsy. My bag swung around my shoulder and nearly smacked me in the face as I righted myself and looked towards who I guessed was the secretary, a fast blush creeping over my cheeks.

"Sorry," I said. "The door just kinda gave way quick-"

The secretary waved it away with her hand. "It's fine. Everyone does it at some point. I take it you're the new student Officer Clayton sent?"

"Er...yeah." I said. "That's me, I guess."

"Okay, honey. Just take a seat while I look up your schedule."

I looked over at the empty seat between two large kids, and suddenly it felt like I was in the police station again. The boy on the left was maybe 18, scary, and looked like he wanted to punch something. The boy on the left was probably a year younger than me and looked like he wanted to steal something from right under somebody's nose. I decided to keep my valuable items close and my face far away from both of them as I sat down. I prayed to the god of teenagers-who-don't-want-to-get-robbed.

"Um...Alexandra Clayton? That's you, right honey?"

"Yeah." I said. Lawrence had lent me his last name for the time being. "Just call me Alex, please."

"Okay." The secretary said. "Your guide and tutor is one...Annabeth Chase. I just called her down. She'll be here in a minute."

I nodded shortly and glanced at the potential murder and thief beside me and hoped that this "Annabeth" girl would get here soon.

**x x x**

As it turns out, she got there in exactly five minutes. It was probably a good thing she came when she did, because the murderer and the thief were about to rip each other's heads off while I was still in the middle.

"Okay!" I said, standing. "You two can kill each other while I stand a safe distance away."

"Oh, don't worry, they won't," A voice said. "Not while they're in school, at least."

I turned around to find a girl with blond hair and grey eyes standing in the doorway. She walked up to the secretary and grabbed my schedule from her. I almost protested, but then I remembered that she was my guide for the day. She knew where all the classes where.

Idiot, I cursed myself.

"I'm Annabeth," The girl said. "You must be Alex."

I grinned. "That's me."

Annabeth shook my hand and handed me my schedule. "I think you have all the same classes as me, so I can just take you straight to homeroom." She looked at the secretary. "Is that okay, Mrs. Cesa?"

"Sure, honey." Mrs. Cesa said. "Make sure she doesn't end up in PE on accident. You know what happened last time?"

"W-what happened last time?" I asked, confused, as Annabeth dragged me out of the office.

"Oh, nothing." Annabeth said. "Just, some new kid walked into gym class on accident and the teacher made him climb the rope twice."

I gulped.

"So, where are you from?" She asked me.

"Ohio," I said. Which wasn't a lie; I had been born there and raised for 9 months.

"Ohio is cool," Annabeth said. "I hear the weather's kinda weird though."

I laughed. "Well, I wouldn't know." Annabeth looked at me quizzically, so I elaborated. "I was born in Ohio, but raised here."

"Ah." She said.

Annabeth led me down so many hallways that I had a hard time remembering them. Left, right, right, left, right? Or was it left, right, left, right, right? I couldn't remember.

"And here is homeroom!" Annabeth said, gesturing to a door with the title of Mr. Brunner. At least, I think it said that. It also looked like RM NRBUERN. But I had some experience in sorting out my dyslexia, so I was able to decode it.

"Who's Mr. Brunner?" I said.

"Mr. Brunner teaches Greek, so you have him second period and homeroom. He's pretty down to earth, so I think you'll like him."

I shrugged in response as she opened the door to reveal a small classroom full of people, save two seats, which I assumed belonged to Annabeth and I. The teacher was a middle-aged guy in this motorized wheel chair. His brown hair was a little thin and he had a full beard, but he had a kind face. He was wearing a tweed jacket (do they still make those?) and a blanket over his legs.

"Ah, Annabeth." He said. "I take it the touring went well?"

Annabeth shrugged. "Well, she didn't run away, so I'm assuming so."

When Annabeth said "she," Mr. Brunner's eyes focused on me, standing behind her. They sparkled with curiosity, as if he were trying to solve a puzzle and I was the answer.

"Hi," I said nervously. "I'm Alex."

"Alex Clayton. Yes, I know." He seemed to shake off his fascination with me and resumed his role as a teacher. "You can sit next to Ms. Grace."

"Ms. Grace" was a tough-looking girl wearing black punk clothes with electric-blue eyes. Normally, I would have been intimidated, but this girl had a warm smile, and that seemed to bring the intimidation factor down by about 3 notches. I adjusted my bag and crossed the classroom uncomfortably. I have never liked being the center of attention, and at that moment I felt like I would spontaneously combust from the amount of people looking at me.

"Hi," the girl said as I sat in the desk next to her. "I'm Thalia."

"Alex," I said. "But you probably already know that."

"Okay, class." Mr. Brunner said. "Turn to page 347 in your textbooks."

**x x x**

"Well, that was fun." I said, rubbing my forehead sorely.

"Oh, come on," Annabeth said. "It wasn't that bad."

"That's easy for you to say! The science teacher didn't nail you in the forehead with a Physics book!"

"She's got a point, Annabeth." Thalia said, joining us as we walked towards the cafeteria. "That sounds pretty rough."

I nodded feverishly. "I think that guy has it out for me."

"Oh, he has it out for everyone." Thalia said with a wave of her hand. "I don't know why he teaches if he hates the happiness of children."

We laughed. It was nice that I had seemed to make some friends on the first day. I honestly expected to be the kid sitting next to trashcan with puke on their shoes. Annabeth, Thalia and I steered clear of that guy.

When we reached the cafeteria, my jaw dropped. The place was huge. There were rows and rows of tables made of expensive-looking wood - mahogany, maybe? -and three different lunch lines.

"Woah," was my super-intelligent statement.

"Yeah, all the new kids are like that when they see this place." Thalia said. "Come on, we'll take you to our lunch table."

Their lunch table was far away from the exit, so I got a good look at all of the kids in the school as we walked by. There were the big nerds, who had laptops and phones out while they ate and were talking about minecraft and coding and things I didn't understand. There were the jocks, who were having an arm-wrestling competition and flexing their muscles. There were the preps, I guess you could say, who were chatting and gossiping in nice clothes and snapping selfies. And there were the people like me, who didn't quite fit into just one or any of those.

Those were the people that Annabeth and Thalia led me to.

As we approached, I could see a dark-haired boy with sea-green eyes and an athletic build sitting next to a boy with curly hair and crutches.

I stopped. That was the boy that I had seen following me last week. What the hell was going on? Was he stalking me, or something like that?

"What's wrong?" Annabeth said. She followed my gaze and frowned. "Do you know Grover?"

I shook my head. "I saw him following me a couple days back. Scared the crap out of me."

Thalia sighed. "Grover wasn't following you. He was probably trying to figure out where you lived so he could murder you in your sleep."

She said it so seriously that for a moment I almost believed her. Then Annabeth stepped on her foot.

"Thalia!"

"What? It's called a joke."

Annabeth shook her head and then looked back at me. "Where were you when you saw him?"

"I was ... at my house near Central Park, then I went to the YMCA, over like, a mile away, and he was there."

"Oh." Annabeth slammed her palm into her forehead. "Grover works at the YMCA and he has physical therapy for his muscular condition in Central Park. I can understand why you thought he was stalking you, though. He does kinda give that impression."

I nodded, but something about that didn't sound right, even if it did make sense. "Okay."

They nodded in response and continued leading me over to the table. When we arrived, both of the boys looked up at us. And both of their eyes widened in surprise. Whether it was because I was there or because I was the new kid, I couldn't tell.

"Guys," Thalia said, "this is Alex. She's the new kid."

They introduced me to the two boys even as more people sat at the table. The guy with the dark hair — Percy Jackson, Swim Team Captain. Grover, the guy with crutches, ate enchiladas as I was introduced to him. I decided he was harmless. Up next was this big burly kid that Annabeth called Beckendorf, but I wasn't sure whether or not that was his real name. He fidgeted with some kind of metal gizmo that I discovered later was a pocket watch, though it didn't look like one.

"So how's Goode High so far?" The boy called Beckendorf asked me as I sat next to Thalia.

I laughed a little to myself. "It's pretty awesome, actually. I don't think I've ever seen anything like it."

The others shared a look that wasn't quite humorous, but not completely serious either. It was almost...mischievous. Annabeth opened her mouth to say something, but another voice cut her off before she could.

"Hey! The newbie is sitting in my seat!"

I turned to find a tall boy looking down on me. He was my age, maybe a couple of inches taller, and a whole lot more athletic looking. With his slight tan and his brown hair (combed neatly), he was almost exactly what I thought a warrior would look like, except his eyes messed up the picture. They were a striking green, like grass; handsome, but humorous, too, as if he were analyzing the best way to make me laugh. And I realized that I recognized him: He was the boy from the newspaper clipping who had won the sword competition. I almost mentioned it, but I kept my mouth closed.

"Liam, that's not your seat," Percy said.

"But I've sat there since the beginning of the year!" He pushed up his glasses with his thumb and frowned down at me.

"Oh, boy. A whopping two months. Yeah, that really makes you the senior here." Thalia said with an eye roll.

Liam opened his mouth to say something, but then he must not have found anything to say, because he closed it and then sat on the other side of the table. "What's your name?" He asked me after a moment.

"Alex." I said.

Liam held out his hand for me to shake. "Liam. Nice to meet you, Alex."

I observed his hand for a moment before shaking it. "Nice to meet you too."

Only later would I realize that this boy was the very one who turned my life upside down.

**UgH. I did not like the way this chapter turned out. I had so much more that I wanted to fit in here without making it too long, but then I realized I could fit it in another chapter. **

**Anyways, please review.**


	4. I MURDER THE ONE-EYED THRIFT SHOP OWNER

**Writer's block uGh. **

**Disclaimer: I don't own Percy Jackson, etcetera, etcetera.**

"So Mr. Ardello literally threw a physics book at your face?" Beckendorf said incredulously. "He must really have it out for you."

"That's what I said!" I exclaimed.

"He hasn't even done that to me," Liam said as he took a bite out of his sandwich. "And he hates me."

"Well, that's just my luck, I guess." I said.

"Well, look at the new freak!" A harsh voice said.

_Speaking of bad luck_, I thought.

I turned to find a big burly girl wearing a camp jacket and a sneer sauntering towards our table. There were two other girls like her dressed identically following from behind.

"Clarisse," Percy said. "I thought you didn't want to hang out with the 'Freaks of Goode'?"

"I don't," Clarisse said. "But I can't resist the chance to make the new girl look stupid."

I realized too late that she was talking about me. And then my anger flared a little. I opened my mouth to say something, but snapped it shut. I couldn't afford a fight on my first day of school.

"You wanna say something to me, punk?" Clarisse asked. She grabbed me by my jacket and hauled me to my feet. I tripped over my seat, but managed to right myself in time to keep from falling over. "Huh? You wanna get beat up on your first day? Huh?"

I said nothing, but I glared at her intensely. I was having a hard time resisting the urge to punch her in the face. I had been in a few fights on the streets before, and I usually won, but this girl was significantly bigger than I was, plus she had those two minions behind her.

"Nothing to say, eh? Figures. I would have kicked your butt anyways."

"Clarisse, stop it." Liam said.

"And what are you gonna do, sword boy? Stab me with your daddy's sword?"

Liam's eyes flashed dangerously with anger. "Maybe."

"Just leave." Annabeth said. "None of us want any trouble, right guys?" She shot a look at me and Liam. Liam seemed to back down, but I wasn't done yet.

"Nice bracelet." I said, gesturing to the gold band on her wrist. "Where'd you steal it from?" I knew for a fact that she had stolen it, because I had seen a bracelet exactly like it in the mall two weeks back. I had considered stealing it myself, but I had decided against it because I had no use for the thing other than to sell it.

"That's it!" Clarisse yelled. She swung a powerful punch at my face, but I ducked, Clarisse stumbled into the table clumsily, and got a faceful of macaroni. The cheese got in her hair, the noodles got stuck up her nose, and her face looked like an oil painting. I don't think I want to know what they put in their macaroni and cheese. Clarisse came back up with her face all red with rage and with nostrils flaring. Her friends dragged her away from me and pulled her into the bathroom.

"Sorry," I called after her, (but I didn't mean it) and sat back down. The others were laughing so hard, milk came out of Beckendorf's nose.

"That," Liam said between laughs, "was the best thing I have ever seen."

I shrugged and took a sip of my chocolate milk. She had it coming.

**x x x**

"So I heard you got in a fight today." Lawrence said as I got in his police car.

"It was not a fight." I said. "Some girl took a swing at me. I didn't touch her. How'd you hear about it?"

He shrugged. "Principal told me when Clarisse came in with macaroni all over her face."

I hid my face in my hands. "Oh God. She went to the principal?"

Lawrence took a left. "Yeah, but he dismissed her story because of what the security cameras saw."

I took a big sigh of relief. "Thank God."

"But next time, don't agitate her."

"She was already agitated!"

"Whatever, kid. Other than the not-fight, how was your first day?"

I shrugged. I had received 7 textbooks and a school-issued computer, so my locker was full and my bag heavy. The teachers had all assured me that whatever I had missed could easily be caught up with through tutoring. I had my first session on Thursday. "Not too bad for the first. Made some friends, I guess."

"Already?" Lawrence asked. "Don't tell me you have a boyfriend now, too?"

"Oh, ew! Gross! All the boys in that school are so not my type." Did I have a type? I didn't know.

"Well, as long as you know what you're doing. Listen, I have to go to work as soon as I drop you off, so the spare key is under the mat."

"Okay," I said. "Anything interesting going on?"

Lawrence chortled. "Other than the freak weather? No. All we have right now are shoplifters."

I laughed. "Well, bring me back a couple donuts, okay?"

Lawrence didn't laugh. "That's not funny."

"Sure it is," I said. "Just not for you."

"Whatever." Lawrence pulled into the driveway. "Get out, kid."

I laughed, grabbed my bag, and got out of the police car. Lawrence started to back out of the driveway, but I yelled at him, "Make good choices!" I could see him roll his eyes as he drove away. He was warming up to me; I could see it.

And then I was alone. I walked up to the porch, grabbed the key from under the doormat, and entered the house lamely. Since it was Monday and I did not have homework, I was stuck on what to do for the afternoon. I could watch TV (boring, waste of activity), or I could study (ew, no), or I could take a walk. I think you can guess which one I picked.

The weather outside was normal, or at least, as normal as it could be for New York (in other words, about 50 degrees). I shrugged my jacket closer around myself and focused on staying warm. To stay warm, I needed to keep moving.

I walked from the house all the way up to Central Park, where I used to live ('cause I can say that now). That was about a mile, maybe two. I felt satisfied with myself and took in the sight of fall starting to turn the leaves different colors. Red, orange, yellow and green. It painted a different color over the park and the city, and it was beautiful. I breathed deeply and sat on a park bench across from an elderly couple feeding the birds.

I never thought I'd get to say this, but life was good. And I'd only had this life for a week! I sighed aloud and looked at the sky. Thunder arced across the sky and lightning followed soon after.

I looked back down at the sky. I hated heights. It made my stomach get all twisted up, and put me on edge. Come to think of it, my gut had been giving me this strange feeling ever since I arrived in the park. I cleared my throat and looked around, as if something around me could clear this feeling. I looked at the billboards, at the trees, even towards the thrift shop where I had bought the purple jacket that I was wearing. But when my eyes landed on the thrift shop, I received another shock: the feeling in my gut intensified into every sense that I had, a tingling feeling that said, No! Bad things are afoot! There was a person looking directly at me from the thrift shop window. They were large, brawny, with thinning black hair swept into a combover, as if that made up for the fact that he was slowly going bald. I had seen him around a couple times, and I had just assumed he owned the thrift shop. But here's the real kicker: the man only had one big, bulbous blue eye.

I blinked hard and rubbed my eyes, sure what I was seeing was an illusion. But when I looked again, he was gone.

Had I imagined the whole thing?

I rubbed my eyes once more and stood from the bench. I wanted to know if I was hallucinating. No, I needed to know if I was hallucinating, because so far in my life, I had not been crazy. Maybe Clarisse hit me in the head and I just didn't remember. But I needed to check that out, if only to make my gut feeling of danger disappear.

So I stood from the bench and walked cautiously to the thrift shop, fingering my hunting knife at my belt. (It never left my side, except when at Goode) I do that when I'm nervous, an sometimes people think I'm going to stab them. I hoped desperately that this encounter wouldn't end up like that.

When I arrived at the entrance to the thrift shop, the blinds on the windows were closed, though I swear they had been open a moment ago. I swallowed nervously and tried the door. It was unlocked, so I walked right inside the shop. This time, when the bell rang overhead, I jumped. The inside of the shop smelled odd; like sheep skin and wool. I looked normal all around, but the smell was originating from the room behind the counter with the cash register.

"Hello?" I asked the empty room. "Is anyone here?" I know, smart right? But I was tired and had never been in a situation like this before. I didn't exactly know what to do.

"Hello, darling." It was the voice of the cashier with the big Afro, but I didn't see her anywhere. It sounded like she was in the room behind the cash register.

"Uh, is everything all right?" I asked. "I saw the store owner hovering by the window, and I wanted to know if everything's okay."

The cashier paused. After a moment, she said, "Yes, yes, everything's fine, dear. I'll tell you what: how about you help me move some boxes back here and I'll give you twenty dollars?"

The feeling in my gut intensified and I bit my lip. Something about this didn't feel right. "Why are you back there? What's in the boxes?"

"Just come back here, girl."

I noticed uncomfortably that she had dropped with the "darlings" and "dears". The hairs on my neck stood up and I placed my hands on the hunting knife as I slowly approached the room.

There was a black, silky curtain in front of the entrance to the room, and I hesitated. To open it, I would have to take my hands off my knife. And I could hear heavy breathing behind the curtain — breathing that should not belong to a woman with an 80s haircut.

"Where are you?" I asked.

The woman coughed. "I'm in the back."

I could see the curtain rustling just slightly. This was a very bad idea. What if she was, like, a serial killer, or a kidnapper? I didn't have a phone. I couldn't call for help. And I was already in way too deep to run out now.

I took my right hand and slowly, very slowly, moved the curtain out of the way.

And then I screamed.

Because the woman with the Afro wasn't a woman at all. Whatever it was wasn't even human. It was a tall...thing with big yellow teeth, furry arms, and one big blue eye holding a bronze club who was about to smash me into smithereens.

"Die, half-blood!" The...Cyclops yelled at me in a distinctly more male voice.

The only thing that saved me was the fact that I whipped the curtain back in his face. I could hear him spluttering and cursing and dived behind the counter right as his giant club game smashing down where I used to be standing.

"Oh my God," I breathed. _Alex is going insane. _

The cyclops hammered his club into the counter above my head, and I scrambled away as he turned the counter into marble chunks. I jumped to my feet and ran behind a bookshelf, but the cyclops followed, swinging his massive club left and right, knocking over shelves and books alike.

"DIE!" He roared.

"Sorry!" I yelled back, sliding under a piano and coming up running on the other side. The cyclops, however, plowed right through it as if it were nothing.

How the hell do I kill this thing? I took out my hunting knife as I ran — hoping maybe I could injure it just long enough for me to escape — but I didn't realize until it was too late that I had hit the end of the store. I ended up bouncing straight off the wall and landed on my back, staring up at the cyclops.

Well, I certainly never thought I'd go this way. Maybe by dying in my sleep, or being stabbed and mugged in the middle of the night. Not being crushed by this...thing with a metal club!

The cyclops stomped downwards on me — probably intending to crush my head — but I rolled out of the way just in time.

"Roaaaooor!" He reached down, but this time I was too slow to prevent him from grabbing me around my neck. "Zeus. Will. Be. Pleased." He spoke staccato-like, separating his words as if they were their own sentences. He added a grunt for good measure.

Wait a minute. Did he just say _Zeus?_

The cyclops started to crush down on my neck, suffocating me, so I did the only thing I could in that situation: I took the hunting knife (from by my side, where I still had it gripped) and stabbed him right in his bloodshot blue eye.

But then the strangest thing happened: the blade went right through his head as if he were never there. Upon impact, the cyclops exploded in this yellow powder, disintegrating as if I had poured acid on his head, or burned him into ashes. The only thing left was the lingering smell of his breath and sulfur.

I dropped to the ground with a _thud_.

I was alive.

I was alone.

**Not happy with this chapter it went in a completely different direction than I wanted it to. Ugh. Anyways, please review. I'm very tired.**


	5. I DROWN TO DEATH

**200 views. Whoo! In all honesty, I thought this would get about 3 views. So this was a pleasant surprise.**

**Disclaimer: Blah blah, Percy Jackson isn't mine, blah blah...**

_I am not going crazy, I am not going crazy, I am not going crazy. I am. Not. Going. Crazy. _

I was going crazy.

Shaking out the...cyclops dust...from my hair, I pinched myself extra hard to see if this was some kind of bizarre dream. Obviously not, considering that I didn't wake up and my throat hurt like the devil from where the cyclops had choked me.

I coughed, rubbed my throat, and examined my knife closely. Maybe something about it had caused that thing to spontaneously combust into dust.

The blade was a clean, glinting silver, despite the fact that I had just driven it into the cyclops' eye. And as far as I could tell, it was actually made of silver. Nothing particularly special about it. I tried to remember where I had actually gotten the hunting knife, but I drew a blank. Why couldn't I remember?

I stepped over the powder pile cautiously, as if it could reanimate itself and bash my head in with its club. For all I knew, it could still happen.

I wondered what had happened to the the cyclops was holding her hostage or something. Maybe the cyclops had eaten her.

"Okay!" I said aloud, wiping beads of sweat off my forehead. "That was Alex's creepy thought for the day. Let's go find that cashier...And I'm talking to myself."

The inside of the room behind the counter smelled absolutely horrid; like sheepskin and farts. With a hint of motor oil. I gagged briefly and covered my nose before entering the room completely. It was a rather small room actually, and there was no sign of the cashier. But there was a pile of bones in the corner.

"Oh God." I muttered. In another corner was a pile of rusted and bent swords, and a pile of wool. I wondered if the cyclops ate sheep or something for his meals, with a side of human. I took a step forward, and my foot kicked something small and shiny. Leaning down and hoping that it wasn't just some form of bone, I realized that I was standing on a pile of golden coins. They were about as big as a girl scout cookie and each had different images of people on one side; a man throwing lightning bolts, a man driving a chariot in front of the sun, and even a man holding a trident. On the other side was an image of what looked like the Empire State Building. On a whim, I swept them up into my hands and counted. There was about 30, maybe 35 of them. I grinned to myself and stuffed as many as I could into my pockets.

Then I decided it was time to get out of there. I'd had enough of this to conclude that I was not hallucinating. I also needed a cough drop and some painkiller for my throat. Checking to make sure that the cyclops was really dead, I turned and ran as fast as I could towards home.

**x x x**

"Alex? Alex? Alex!" Annabeth hit me in the arm.

I jumped. "Huh? Sorry. Must've zoned out."

"No kidding. You've been staring off into space all lunch." Percy said.

"You look like you haven't slept a wink." Thalia added.

"That's because I haven't." I said with a yawn.

We were sitting in the cafeteria on Wednesday. The past two nights, I had been unable to sleep. Visions of the giant one-eyed monster had kept me up, and I often just settled for sipping apple cider and attempting to read my English book. We had to write a creative story for Mr. Blofis that had something to do with Greek Mythology. Fun, especially considering that I knew nothing about Greek Myths. My story was a more modern version of the Minotaur and the Labyrinth.

"Eh, we'll just have Clarisse hit you on the head a couple times. Should knock you right out." Beckendorf said.

"Very funny." I said.

Liam sat down at the table with a sigh. "Percy, your stepdad teaches hard stuff. I was up all night working on that story so I could turn it in next class."

Percy shrugged and sank down a little in his seat. "You're telling me. He's extra hard on me in his classes."

"Who's Percy's stepdad?" I asked Annabeth in a low voice.

"The english teacher, Mr. Blofis. Nice guy, actually."

I hmmed and took a bite of my green beans.

"What's wrong with Red?" Liam asked, pointing at me with his fork.

"Red?" I asked, obviously not catching on to the nickname. I was too tired for thinking.

He gestured towards my hair. "Your hair is literally bright red. You sure you haven't dyed it?"

I crossed my arms and glared at him. "No, I haven't."

"She hasn't been sleeping." Thalia intervened. "Probably having nightmares about your face."

"Hey!"

I rolled my eyes and picked at my picked at my food, suddenly not hungry. Could everyone see that I couldn't sleep?

"Seriously though," Liam said in a more serious voice. "You don't look so good, Red."

I shrugged and forced myself to take a bite of my Peanut Butter and Jelly sandwich (with artificial peanut butter!). I'd take a nap during Science. Or maybe Study Hall. Or maybe now.

I yawned again as the bell rang for the end of the period and shoved my unopened dorito bag into my backpack and stood from the table with the others. I think my next class was...English. Great. Time to turn in my story, which would probably suck due to lack of sleep.

I sighed and exited the cafeteria. As soon as I got home from school, I would either take a shot of coffee or take a nap. Maybe both, but probably not in that order. Because the fact was, I felt like crap. I could barely remember the directions to Mr. Blofis' class, and I had memorized them on the first day so I wouldn't get lost. My head was pounding. My stomach hurt. I didn't know how much longer I could go on like this.

When I arrived at Mr. Blofis' classroom, I walked in, dropped my paper on his desk, and plopped into my desk in the back of the classroom. Since I was back here, maybe nobody would notice if I caught some Z's...

But before I had even finished the thought, I was asleep.

In my dream, I was in a forest. There was no light except for the red light of a blood moon overhead. I tried to move, but my feet were chained to the ground. Overhead, lightning struck and thunder boomed. The forest smelled like smoke and several white timber wolves ran past me as lightning arced right across the moon. Fire crackled somewhere in the distance.

Somewhere, a deep, powerful voice yelled, "_Bring her to me, dead and in pieces!_"

Fire started to consume the trees and foliage in front of me. Run, it whispered.

When I tried to run this time, my feet were unshackled and I dashed off where the wolves had ran. I didn't even know where I was going, but I knew I had to get away from the voice that wanted me dead.

"_She doesn't know,_" A voice pleaded. "_Just let her live in peace!_"

"_She will know eventually_."

I continued to run as smoke filled my lungs and thunder crashed above me. I could hear wolves howling and people screaming far away. Before I could figure out where the sounds were coming from, I reached a clearing in the woods that overlooked a massive ocean. I nearly fell off the edge of the cliff, but I stopped just in time to keep from plummeting to my death. I took a deep breath and tried to turn around, but lightning struck the ground right in front of me, knocking me off the cliff and into the ocean below.

As I drowned, the only thing I saw was the figure of a tall man in a sky-blue robe standing on the cliff he had knocked me off.

I gasped and jumped in my desk. Several people gave me strange looks, including Mr. Blofis, but I wiped a strand of hair out of my face and tried to look casual. I didn't just fall asleep in class.

"Next time, Alex," Mr. Blofis said,"don't fall asleep in class."

"Sorry, sir." I said, shaking just slightly. "Just...haven't been sleeping well."

"It's alright. Just don't do it again."

"Yes sir."

I turned to the textbook passage that everyone was reading and tried to concentrate. I really did. But I couldn't help thinking, Why was that dream so vivid? And why was it different than the others that I've had?

One thing was for sure.

My life just got ten times weirder.

**Okay, so this chapter is super short, but I am very tired and don't feel like writing a full one. Please review, and all that. Thanks. **


	6. GAH!

**Okay, so I got some much needed sleep, primed my spell check, and got back to writing. I also made this chapter a little longer to make up for the last short one. Enjoy, lovelies.**

**Disclaimer: I do not own the Percy Jackson series, though that would be a wish come true.**

It was about a month before anything interesting happened. In that time, I thought I was doing pretty well. My tutoring with Annabeth was going well, I was actually enjoying my English class, and I was beginning to understand my Greek class. It was no harder to read for me than English, surprisingly, so I wasn't having that hard of a time. Sometimes, Mr. Brunner even dressed up like a roman soldier, though I don't know how he put on the getup. My nightmares still plagued me, but I was able to get more sleep anyways.

Overall, I was doing pretty good for a hobo plucked from the streets and placed in the middle of High School. I was proud of myself, for once. (And that rarely happened)

But the weather got colder. I had to convince Lawrence to buy me a sweatshirt or too so I didn't freeze to death in the large snowstorms that became more common.

I made sweater paws in a green sweatshirt as I stared at a Greek sentence. It read

Maru άρπαξε την κουβέρτα, but I wasn't sure whether it said "Mary grabbed the blanket," or "Mary growled the bear." I'm pretty sure it was the first, but you never knew in Mr. Brunner's class.

"Okay, class," Mr. Brunner said, breaking the heavy silence of first period. "Thank you for completing the bell-work as I finished up some important work of my own. I believe the correct answer was 'Mary grabbed the blanket.'"

I pumped my fist as the rest of the class groaned. I was right most of the time now, and I was surprised with how quickly I was picking some of these things up.

"Yes, yes, I know." Mr. Brunner said. "Mistakes happen, unfortunately. One can't help but wonder where mankind would be without them."

Someone coughed in the back. Mr. Brunner often mused like this, thinking more like a philosipher than a high-school teacher. I couldn't help but wonder what he had majored in when he was in college sometimes.

"Ah, yes!" He said, snapping back to reality. "A project. Today I will be assigning you all into groups of two - and no, you don't get to choose your own groups - and you will _all_ be acting out a scene of a disagreement from Greek mythology. In Greek."

That elicited some mixed reactions from the class. Some of them groaned in frustration, some of them actually cheered, and the rest were neutral like me. It's not that I didn't care, but I was neither thrilled nor upset. Acting I guess I can handle. And I can read greek. But actually _speaking_ it? I wasn't so sure I could do it.

"You will all be writing an essay to match. Also, each of you will issue statements afterwards about whose fault you think the disagreement was. Debates are allowed. This is a big grade, people, so try your best." And without further dialogue, he wheeled over to the front row with a clipboard and started handing people pieces of paper. Scripts, I guessed.

"What do you think some of the options are for the myths?" Liam asked me, leaning over so that he could speak to me from a desk away.

I shrugged. "I dunno. Knowing Mr. Brunner, it'll probably be something interesting though."

Liam snorted. "Hopefully."

By the time Mr. Brunner had wheeled over to us in the back row, there were only a few sheets of paper left. Lucky me. And, by process of elimination, there were only a few people I could be paired with. There was the murderer from the office on my first day, a nerdy kid who looked like he wanted to do all the work, a jock who was thumb wrestling _himself_, and Liam.

I was kinda hesitant to be paired with anyone of those people, even Liam. I mean, honestly? I didn't know much about the guy, other than the fact that he's apparently good with a sword and runs Cross Country. But I didn't know what kind of person he was, and to me that was important, even for some school project about greek mythology.

"Alex," Mr. Brunner said as he read off his clipboard, "you will be paired with Mr. Bentley. Pick a paper."

Great. Just my luck. I picked a piece of paper at random and ignored the big grin that Liam flashed my way. "What did we get?" He asked me.

I looked down at the paper half-heartedly. I honestly didn't care what myth we got. "Uh...the Seduction of Callisto."

"What?" Liam asked. "No way, I thought that wasn't even school appropriate." He snatched the paper out of my hands and read it himself, as if I were mistaken. "Huh."

"What?" I said. "What's it about?"

Liam's ears turned red. "Urm...it's about how Zeus raped one of Artemis' hunters."

"Oh," I said. "That's fun."

"Just wait, it gets better." He said. "Artemis got mad at the huntress once she learned about it, turned her into a bear, and had her hunted and killed."

"Great," I said. "A cheery story to start off the week."

**x x x**

"Gah!" Annabeth said as she sat down with a huff. "Seaweed Brain is disgusting!"

I spat out my Mac and cheese and stared at her. "Is that some kind of new lunch item?"

Thalia elbowed me. "Percy is Seaweed Brain."

"Ooh."

"What he do this time?" Grover sighed.

"Ch-I mean, Mr. Brunner paired us together for the Greek project, and he thinks that Athena punished Medusa wrongfully."

I blinked. "Huh?"

"Poseidon and Medusa were hooking up in Athena's temple, so she made Medusa super ugly." Beckendorf summarized.

"Well, to be fair..." Grover started, but when Annabeth shot him a glare he shut his mouth.

"I mean, Mr. Brunner just gave us the assignment yesterday, and already we're arguing!"

"You both have a disposition for it," Liam said. "Speaking of which, where is Percy?"

"Getting tutored by _Rachel_," Annabeth said. She spat out the name as if it were poison.

The table remained awkwardly silent. In the month that I'd been here, I noticed these moments a lot. It was as if they wanted to say something more, but they couldn't. It was odd, but I've never commented.

"Okay...Changing the topic," Lima turned to me as he spoke. "We're not gonna debate ours, are we? I heard a couple guys saying he's grading extra hard if we do debate."

I shook my head feverishly. "Definitely not."

"Great!" Liam said. "Also, we probably need to get to work on that essay."

"Yes," I agreed. "Er...library? I don't have a computer."

"Neither do I. How about tomorrow after school lets out?"

"Done."

**x x x**

The New York Public Library was big. Very big. It had large front steps and columns that made it look like a picture taken right from Greece (Minus all the girls snapping selfies and eating churros). The inside was even more impressive. It had rows and rows of wooden tables stocked full of people reading books. I had no idea they were so popular.

I met Liam over in the computer section, where he was dressed in an orange sweatshirt labeled with Goode High's Track team name. He was in the middle of squinting at a book on journalism.

"Hard time reading?" I asked as I placed my bag on the floor.

Liam looked up at me and closed the book, placing a receipt on his page as a book mark. "I guess you could say that," he said. He looked embarrassed. "I'm dyslexic."

"Hey, it's cool," I said, sitting next to him in front of the computer. "So am I."

"What?" He said. "But you're such a good writer!"

I blinked, confused. "What?"

"Oh, you didn't know? Mr. Blofis pins the best essays and stories on his board. Yours is on there every time."

I frowned. I did not know that.

"Sorry," Liam said. "Let's just focus on the essay."

"Good idea," I said. "Uh, did he post the rubric?"

"Yeah."

"Okay." I turned to the computer and pulled up Mr. Brunner's website. The rubric was the first thing he had posted, with the sub-heading of, "_Do well_." I clicked on it.

Liam whistled. "Basically, we have to put everything we say and do into an essay format."

"Great," I sighed. "First we actually have to do research on the story."

"Pull up a new tab." Liam said, pointing to the top of the screen as if I didn't know how to do it.

"I know how to do it."

"Okay, okay. Chill out."

I typed "the seduction of callisto" into google search and a whole bunch of search results came up.

"Hey, move over." Liam said.

"Sure, go ahead." All those words were making me dizzy. I didn't know how he could read all that.

"I'm good at researching things." Liam said as he scrolled through various lists slowly. "Wanna be a journalist when I graduate."

"Like, a news reporter?" I asked. I had a hard time imagining Liam sitting in front of a desk and reporting "Breaking News" to the world.

He laughed. "Well, kind of. I wanna write newspapers."

I nodded. That seemed more his style. "Seems like you'd be good at it."

He shrugged. "I just like telling people what's really going on. Some newspapers just sugarcoat the truth."

"Oh, wait, go back up." I said, pointing to a link that he had just visited. He clicked on it and a summary of the Greek myth popped onto the screen. I read it aloud and slowly, so I could read the harder words. "Callisto was a...nymph, and the daughter of...Lycaon? Who was the king of...Acadia. She was a follower of Artemis and had taken a vow to forever keep her...virginity. But...Zeus saw her and...instantly thought she was...beautiful. To get her, he...d-disguised himself as Artemis herself and...a-attempted to...s-seduce her. But...Callisto...r-resisted, and eventually Zeus turned back into himself and...r-raped her." I turned to Liam. "Pleasant story, eh?"

He snorted and continued reading for me, also pausing for the more difficult words. "One day...A-Artemis and the other...huntr-tr-tresses? Are bathing in a river. C-Callisto...resists and makes a whole bunch of...excuses, but Artemis still finds out that she's pregnant. Angrily...she turned Callisto...into a b-bear and shot her with her...hunt...hernt...huntref...oh, screw it." He looked away from the screen and sat back in his chair in frustration. Though he may have screwed up a couple words, he was still a better reader than I was.

"I get what you mean." I said. "And in the end he transforms Callisto and their son into constellations."

"Right," he said. "The theme of the whole story is transformation."

"Yeah!" I agreed. "First Zeus transforms into Artemis to try and seduce Callisto."

"Then he transforms her from a non-pregnant nymph into a pregnant one using the traditional process." He winked exaggeratedly.

I rolled my eyes and continued the train of thought. "And then Artemis transforms Callisto into a bear and hunts her."

"Which is totally unfair, by the way." Liam added.

"Well, maybe not." I said.

"_What?_" He said. "She got raped and turned into a bear. How is that fair?"

"I'm not saying that it's fair," I said. "But it was Zeus's fault in the first place, and Callisto didn't tell Artemis about the pregnancy. Wouldn't you be ticked if someone you trusted was lying to you?"

"Well, yeah, but I wouldn't turn her into a freaking bear!"

"I'm not saying that Artemis did the right thing!"

"Well, it sure sounds like it!"

"I just said that's not what I'm saying!"

"Then what _are_ you saying?"

I took a deep breath to rein my temper in. "I'm saying that it's Zeus's fault, and he should've been the one punished. And maybe it was Artemis' fault too, and possibly Callisto's. But it was mainly Zeus's."

"He's a god, Zeus can't be punished."

"Oh, so it's okay for his kids to get punished but not him?"

"That is _not_ what I'm saying."

"Welcome to the club."

He narrowed his eyes at me. "Forget it," he said finally. "You're the most impossible person I've ever met!"

"You're the most insufferable person I've ever met!"

"You're —"

"Shh!" A librarian told us. "You two are the loudest ones here! Get out until you're both cooled off."

"Fine." We said in unison. We glared at each other.

"Ass," I muttered under my breath as I stormed out of the building.

**x x x**

"Is everything okay?" Percy asked us the next day.

"Fine," I said.

"Peachy," Liam said. He glared at me. I glared back.

"Obviously." Beckendorf said.

"Something with the project?" Thalia prodded.

We both said nothing, so the others must have assumed (correctly) that that was the case.

"Mr. Brunner did this project on purpose to get us all to fight with each other!" Percy exclaimed angrily. It was a good thing Annabeth was tutoring some other kids, or else we would have had another full-blown argument between the two.

"Well, to be fair, I think it's just you guys," Grover said cautiously, as if he were on the bomb squad, and we were all nukes about to blow.

"How so?" Beckendorf asked. He and Grover were by far the most level-headed ones at the table when it came to stuff like this.

"Well, only the people at this table have been biting each other's heads off. Everyone else is fine; either that, or they don't want to get into a debate in the middle of the class."

"That —" Percy started, but Thalia shot him a look, and he shut up quickly. I once again got the feeling that there was something going on at this lunch table that I didn't know about.

I took a bite out of my peaches and thought about it. They all skirted around certain subjects as if they were toxic, like Mr. Brunner, Percy's stepdad, and even when Annabeth tutored during lunch. They all acted as if she were doing something top secret on Thursdays, but they pretended like she was tutoring freshman.

I sighed aloud. Why doesn't anyone tell me anything?

**x x x**

On Friday morning, I rushed into Mr. Brunner's class, running late. I had accidentally slept past my alarm and woke up ten minutes before Lawrence had to take me to school. So I had thrown on some random clothes, did my hair, grabbed my bag, and flown downstairs to the car without brushing my teeth or eating breakfast.

Luckily, the classroom was in chaos, so nobody noticed when I jumped over two kids who were having a spitball war and raced to my desk. Mr. Brunner was reading a book as if nothing were happening, but as soon as I sat down, the bell rang, and he snapped his head up to a full out spitball civil war.

"Class!" He shouted, in a firm voice. He sometimes had moments like this where his eyes would harden and he would shout at us with more authority than he usually portrayed for himself. Sometimes he would even grip the sides of his wheelchair as if he wanted to get up, but that was impossible. Annabeth had told me on my first day that he was paralyzed from the waist down.

Instantly the spit balls stopped flying and the class quieted.

"Thank you." He relaxed in his chair and wheeled to the front of the classroom, the dreaded clipboard in hand. "We will be starting from the front of the classroom." I breathed a sigh of relief and sat back in my desk. Maybe there wouldn't be enough time for us to present and we would have to go on Monday.

But, alas, no. All the other groups went relatively fast, save Percy and Annabeth's. They argued in front of the class for at least five minutes before Mr. Brunner interrupted them and forced them to stop. Both of their faces had been red from frustration and embarrassment as they had sat back in their seats. Almost unconsciously, I glanced at Liam. I _really_ didn't want to end up like that in front of the entire class.

"And last, but certainly not least, we have Mister Bentley and Miss Clayton."

Liam and I looked at each other as we stood from our desks and walked to the front of the class awkwardly. I pulled out our typed essay and placed it on his desk before standing in front of one of the two podiums that he had set up in front of the class.

"You may begin whenever you are ready." Mr. Brunner said.

Liam shot me a nervous smile before beginning. The script we had been given was written entirely in Greek, and it started with Zeus thinking aloud about what he had done. After that, it switches to Artemis having a one-sided conversation with Callisto. Then Artemis storms up to Olympus, the palace of the gods, and starts an arguement with Zeus.

"Θα το μετανιώσεις , πατέρα," I say, and the scene ends. It was greek for, "You will regret this, father." You can tell Artemis is pretty steamed, right?

The class clapped half-heartedly, save Mr. Brunner. He was pretty enthusiastic about all of the presentations, but he seemed pretty happy about ours, which I guess was a good thing. "Great job," he said. "You may issue your statements now."

Liam and I glanced at each other. I could tell we were both thinking the same thing: _No debate, okay?_ I did not want to be forced to go back to my seat like I was a toddler who couldn't control their temper tantrum.

Liam went first. He straightened the edge of his orange sweatshirt and cleared his throat before going. And then Liam Bentley surprised me. "Er...I think there was equal fault on both parts."

"An interesting standpoint," Mr. Brunner said. "Very rarely is the fault on both of the gods. In the myths, of course. And Alex?" He looked at me. "Your statement?"

I looked at Liam, then back at Mr. Brunner. He was doing me a serious favor, and I would have to thank him for it later. "I agree. I think it was both of their faults."

The class awwed. Apparently, they had been expecting a fight.

I felt oddly satisfied that I had disappointed them.

**...and this chapter ending sucks. Hopefully I'll have the next one up soon. Oh, and I also made a thing of what I think Liam looks like (FaceQ is my friend). Alex'll be in the next chapter. Just take out the spaces, because for some reason it won't take it with the link normally.**
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	7. I BECOME DOG FOOD

**Seventh chapter. Yay. Sorry I didn't update sooner.**

**Disclaimer: I do not own the Percy Jackson series or any part of the Jackson series, blah blah blah.**

"Hey!" Liam said as he jogged up to me after school. "Wait up, Red!"

"Hm?" I turned around to face him, nearly falling face-first onto the road. Lawrence had told me this morning that I had to walk home from school, because the police chief was making him stay late for a case they almost had cracked. I was cool with it, mostly because it was a nice day and the house wasn't that far away. "What?"

He stopped at a spot in front of me and ran a hand through his hair, messing it up just slightly. "Um...sorry."

I blinked. I had almost completely forgotten about the fact that we had argued. Honestly, I was over it by then. But I didn't understand quite completely why he was apologizing. "For what?"

He stuck his hands in his pockets uncomfortably. "For...you know. Getting all mad and stuff."

I looked him over. He looked pretty nervous, like he wasn't used to doing stuff like this. "Liam, it's fine. I'm kind of a hothead too."

He scratched his head. "No, it's not. I realize that we're both stubborn —" I snorted. "—and that you're actually pretty cool. So just accept my apology?"

"Apology accepted. And thank you, by the way, for saying that the blame was on both. Saved us the trouble of a debate."

Liam smiled. "You're welcome. Are you walking home?"

I shrugged. "Yeah. Couldn't get picked up today, so I have to walk."

"Where ya headed?"

"It's not far from here. You're welcome to join me, if you want."

"Sure. I have to walk home anyways."

He walked up to my left and we started walking down the street towards my house (I've noticed that I keep calling it "mine" lately). I think it was maybe a mile away, which I was fine with, because I've walked farther before.

"How's the journalism coming?" I asked him, kicking a rock as we walked. A car went past us, pushing air into our faces.

Liam snorted. "I don't know. The school doesn't have a newspaper, not officially, and nobody else wants to hire a sixteen-year-old for the newspaper."

"You're sixteen?"

"Yeah. I started preschool a year late."

"So I guess I can't tell you to respect your elders."

"Nope." He looked up at the clear blue sky. "It's such a nice day out. I wish people didn't take it for granted." He pointed at other kids on the sidewalk opposite us texting on their cellphones.

"God, I hate it when people do that. There is so much to see out here, and you're completely missing it when you do stuff like that." I said. There had been several times when I was in my tree in Central Park where I would spend all day people watching. I would see people on there phones nearly the entire time they were there, and I hated it so much that I threw pebbles at them. They never could figure out where the flying stones were coming from.

Liam observed me curiously. "You know, I think you're one of the first people to agree with me. Some girls just think there's more on the internet than in real life."

I shrugged again. "I've always been an outdoors person." Literally.

Never before had I met another person who shared my view about the outdoors. We walked in silence for a few more minutes. I liked looking at the trees and flowers for the same reason that I liked living in a tree; it was peaceful. I thought that it was going to rain soon, because the ground smelled like it.

"Alex?" Liam asked a few minutes after our original conversation. "What school did you go to before Goode?"

"What?"

"You transferred here from another school, right? What was it?"

I bit my lip and thought about telling him that I came from the school of "Teenagers who LIve In Trees," but I thought better of it. I didn't know how he would react. "I came from Ohio, actually. You probably wouldn't know the school."

He looked at me skeptically, and I could tell that he doubted my story. But he said nothing, and after a moment we sunk back into another peaceful silence. Well, as silence was a limited commodity in New York, we said nothing and listened to the sounds of cars honking over the sounds of birds screeching at each other.

I allowed my mind to slip back to one month ago, when I thought I had encountered that...thing. Last week I had walked by the shop to find an empty lot where it used to be. When I had asked someone from the store next door, they had said that there'd never been a shop there. But that didn't explain how I had come to own the pair of clothes that I had bought there. And the fact that I'd had a sore throat for nearly a week afterwards. But even so, I often thought that I had just imagined it. I had read somewhere once that if you imagine something is wrong with you and believe it, your body mimics the pain. Maybe that was what had happened to me. But sometimes I still see something out of the corner of my eye, like a shadow that I can't spot in time before it disappears. And then other times, I could have sworn I saw a lady with a snake tail near Central Park, but then she disappeared. I had also noticed that the dogs around here have been super big lately, as if they all had taken a couple steroids or something like that. And then I try to convince myself that what I'm seeing isn't real, but I never really accomplish it.

"Hey Liam?" I asked cautiously. "Do you ever see things that you can't explain?"

Instantly he tensed up. "What? Why are you asking?"

"No reason," I lied. "Just saw a documentary recently."

"Oh." He relaxed. "Okay."

But his response had convinced me of one thing: I wasn't the only one in New York who saw things that were impossible. And I wasn't going crazy.

I could feel Liam observing me carefully as we continued to walk. Apparently, my question had alerted him to the point where he must have thought something was wrong with me. I ignored him. We were so close to my house that I could see it in the distance.

"Is that your house?" Liam asked. Nice change of subject. "It's huge!"

Believe me, I know. "My guardian is kinda loaded."

Liam looked at me. "Guardian?"

I bit my lip, hard, and stared at the ground.

"Sorry." He seemed sincerely sympathetic.

"Nah, it's fine." I said. "Never knew my parents."

Liam fiddled with a golden ring on his finger that I hadn't seen before. "I know how you feel. I've never really known my dad that well either. He...er...died in a car accident when I was really young."

"Sorry for your loss." I said.

"Thanks." He looked up at the sky. "Sometimes—"

I didn't hear him over the sound of a massive growling sound in the bushes behind me. The hairs stood up my neck, and that gut feeling returned. It sounded almost like...

"Alex," Liam said, very serious, hand creeping towards the ring on his finger. "Don't move."

"Oh god. I am crazy." I said. The growling intensified as I spoke, and the gut feeling was so intense that I felt like hurling.

"Duck!" Liam yelled.

_Don't have to tell me twice._

I did as he said at the last possible moment, and something big and dark and terrifying flew over my head. I scrambled to the side so I could get a better view of it and tried to control my breathing so I wouldn't pass out. It was a black hound the size of a small elephant, with blood-red eyes and fangs like knives. And Liam was fighting it.

Okay, I shouldn't really say fighting. More like jumping out of the way each time so he wouldn't get turned into sliced meat. But as I watched I could see that he was holding some kind of bronze sword in his hand, and I couldn't help but wonder where he had gotten it from.

"Run, Alex!" Liam shouted. The giant dog snapped at his sword arm, but Liam danced out of the way at the last possible moment. But he would never be able to kill that thing so long as he was its sole attention.

Without thinking, I drew the hunting knife from my belt and shouted, "Hey!"

The hound turned from Liam with a terrifying growl, and when it saw me its lava-red eyes darkened with hate. I swallowed. With a snarl, the beast leaped towards me, dagger-like claws extended to rip me to shreds. I ducked down, thinking, Alex, you're stupid. You're going to die, and then that thing'll kill Liam too.

The giant dog landed on the other side of me, and turned, prepared to pounce again. I gripped the knife in my hand tightly, so that it wouldn't slip due to my sweaty palms.

"This is fun," Liam said, twirling his sword expertly and joining me at my left.

"You and I are going to have a conversation," I said, glancing at him quickly. He was grinning, as if he actually enjoyed fighting the miniature rhinoceros.

The thing lunged towards us again, and when it leaped past I received a nasty cut on my forearm. Ouch.

"I'll distract it," I told Liam. "You kill it." He nodded to show that he understood.

"Hey Mutface!" I yelled again at the beast. It turned towards me with a snarl and a bark that made the sidewalk shake under my feet. "Shit." It lunged at me and I couldn't dodge in time. I ended up on my back with a 300-pound hound from hell on top of me. It dug its claws into my forearms as I struggled to push it off of me.

"Liam!" I shouted. "Now would be a good time!"

Suddenly I heard a swoosh and then a pathetic whimper, and then the dog melted off of me and faded into the ground as a shadow. I was left on the ground with bleeding forearms and panting like an idiot while Liam swore in Greek.

"Eímai kaló gia átomo típota!" He shouted, which I would later realize I understood perfectly as Greek for, "I'm a good for nothing person!"

"Okay," I winced, because the wounds on my arms hurt like hell as I stood. "What...what was that?"

Liam must have suddenly realized that I was not dead, because he slapped himself and rushed over to where I was. "Gods, I am the biggest idiot in the world, I should have known it'd be after you." He plopped his bag on the ground and pulled out a plastic bag filled with square cubes. "Here. Eat this." He handed me one and I looked at him skeptically. "It'll help, I promise."

I sighed, winced again, and shoved the cube in my mouth. And then I recoiled, because I thought for sure that it would taste like some kind of cracker. But instead it tasted like Grape Crush — a rare treat that I had received back in Foster Care. Solidified Grape Crush. But there was more; other than just tasting like my favorite drink, I could feel the cuts on my arm beginning to heal. When I ate another, they had healed completely, though I did feel a little feverish.

"You." I pointed at Liam with my knife. "Talk. Now."

He raised his hands in surrender, bronze sword glinting in the sunlight. "O-o-okay. Let's just calm down."

"I will calm down. Once you convince me I'm not insane."

"Okay! I will. But you probably should talk to the others."

"Others? Liam, _what_ others?"

**x x x**

As it turns out, "others" meant all the people at our lunch table. Percy, Annabeth, Grover, Beckendorf, and Thalia were all waiting at the school entrance. After Liam had put his sword away by pressing some kind of button to turn it into a ring, he told me he was going to make a call and disappeared for about five minutes. Then he told me we were going back to the school. And then I...may have cursed at him rapidly when he dragged me all the way back to see the others.

"Does she know?" Grover asked.

"I think she has an inkling." Liam replied. "A hellhound attacked us."

"Is that what that thing was?" I demanded. "A hellhound?"

The others seemed to realize that I was actually present, and they all looked at me with a sense of curiosity.

"She smells different." Grover said finally.

"You _were_ following me that day!" I exclaimed.

Percy slapped the guy. "I thought you said she didn't see you!"

"I thought she didn't! But I swear she's a half-blood!"

"Wait, wait, wait." I said, holding up and hand and taking a breath. "What exactly _is_ a half-blood?"

They all looked at each other, which only fueled my anger more.

"You need to see Chiron." Annabeth said.

**Please review. Also, here is Alex's picture, not that anybody cares. (Again, remove the spaces) I've had a rough week.**
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	8. EXPLANATIONS

**Ugh testing uGh. I am sooo tired.**

**Disclaimer: I do not own the Percy Jackson series, and if you've read these Author's notes at the beginning of each chapter, you should know this by now.**

Annabeth, Liam, Thalia, Percy, Beckendorf, and Grover led me inside the school towards Mr. Brunner's classroom. For why, I still didn't know, but the others told me things along the way.

"Was that your first monster?" Beckendorf asked me.

"You mean those things are real? I'm not insane?" I said.

"Chiron will explain more, but no, you're not." Annabeth said.

"And if by monster you mean the cyclops thing that attacked me?"

"_What_?" Everyone turned to face Grover, who was shaking violently. "I h-h-hate Cyclopes."

"It must have been a Northern Cyclops," Annabeth theorized. "That's very rare for a kid to survive, let alone for their first monster."

"Believe me," I said. "I barely survived. That thing had its hands around my throat before I managed to stab it in the eyeball."

The others looked impressed. "The eyeball?" Thalia asked. "Nice job, rookie."

I ignored the fact that she called me a rookie. If it were up to me, I would have ran all the way back to my tree in Central Park, climbed to the highest branch, and stay there until I was old and withered. But I had a feeling that they would still be able to find me, no matter where I ran. And I'd much rather be near these people than one more of those monster-things.

"So who is this Chiron guy?" I asked.

"He's Mr.—" Percy started, but Annabeth stepped on his foot.

"He's a...trainer, I guess you could say." She finished. "You'll understand when you meet him."

I let the others lead me down another hallway. "Why do you keep—"

"Annabeth?" It was Mr. Brunner. But it smelled like the inside of a barn. Did he have some kind of goat in there? "Have you returned already? We don't have training for at least an hour."

And then he came into view. Instead of being in his motorized wheelchair, and using the stick to control where he went, he was on some kind of white horse. Wait, no. He was the horse. From the waist down, at least. Above his waist he was still the Greek teacher in a tweed jacket with thin in hair and a brown beard. I could feel the eyes bulge out of my head and suddenly felt like puking all over the floor. Mr. Brunner seemed to notice me fore the first=st time, and he swore loudly.

"Oh dear," He said.

**x x x**

"Okay," I said, sitting on some kid's desk and swinging my legs to distract myself from the fact that my Greek teacher was a horse, and I had just been attacked by a giant hound from the seventh layer of my own personal hell. "Somebody please explain to me what is happening before I ship myself to the nearest mental facility."

"Like we said before," Annabeth said. "You're not crazy."

"You just don't quite understand what's going on," Liam said.

"Then explain it to me!"

"We will," Mr. Horseman said. "Or rather, I suppose I will have to."

I pulled my legs up to my chest and tried to listen patiently. "Mr. Brunner—"

"Not Mr. Brunner," Mr. Brunner said. "I'm afraid that was a pseudonym. You may call me Chiron."

"O...kay?"

"How much do you know about Greek mythology, Alex?" Mr. Brun - I mean, Chiron asked.

"Only what you taught me," I said. "So, not much." His class mainly focused on learning Greek, not as much on mythology. Which was odd, especially considering that he was half horse, like those Centaurs from Greek mythology. I looked around the rooms at the others, and nearly pinched myself when I saw Grover munching on an aluminum can like it was candy. "Um, what?" Was my intelligent response to seeing such a thing.

Thalia sighed. "Grover, I thought you agreed _not_ to eat in front of the newbies?"

He crossed his arms. "I did." He kicked off his shoes and waved his...er...hooves? at me. I nearly fainted. "Hello. I'm Grover the Goat Boy." He spoke in a falsetto, which I assumed was a bad imitation of Thalia's voice.

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. "Not freaking out. I am not freaking out." I opened my eyes, slowly. "Is there anything else I need to know?"

"Yes." Liam said, at the same time as Percy, who said, "A lot."

Chiron looked at both of them and then back at me. "As these two have already said, yes. You know that your friend Grover is a satyr. I am a centaur. You know that you have killed a cyclops and aided in the defeation of a hellhound. What you do not know is that there are many great forces in your life. Gods - the forces you call the Greek Gods - are very much alive."

Okay, now that I was not expecting.I was half expecting someone to yell, "Psych!" but all I got was the sound of Grover munching on a can. The others in the room didn't even seem fazed. Of course they didn't, they probably have heard all this before.

"So let me get this straight," I said, trying to keep my voice from quavering. "You are telling me that the myths — the things people believed in before science — are real, and they're the reason I got an F on my Geometry Quiz?"

Thunder boomed overhead, even though the weather was nice for once. "Alex," Chiron said, "you may choose to believe or not, but the fact is that immortal means immortal. Can you imagine that for a moment, never dying? Never fading? Existing, just as you are, for all time? No matter if people believed in you or not?"

It sounded like a pretty good deal to me. Never dying, never worrying about hunger or where you're going to get your next meal from. Never having to go to school, most importantly. I looked around at the others in the room. They had obviously all received this same talk before, and they all looked bored, especially Percy.

"I suppose that has its ups and downs," I said cautiously. "But, I thought that Mount Olympus is in ruins. Wouldn't they have died, or something?"

"Died? No. The gods move with the heart of the west. First it was Greece, then Germany, England, and now they are here in America. Have you not noticed the architecture? People do not forget the gods, whether they know it or not. Look at the symbol of your country, the symbol of Zeus. Look at the greek designs of your capitol buildings in Washington. Like it or not, America is now home to the gods. And so Olympus is here. And we are here."

I was perturbed by the fact that I seemed to be included in Chiron's "we," as if we were all some sort of boy band or club, or group. I dearly hoped that I wouldn't be given some type of participation award. _Hey, welcome to the mentally insane club!_

"What's going on?" I asked. "Who are you?"

"Who are you?" he mused. "Well, that's the question we all want answered, isn't it? What do you know about your parents?"

I frowned and looked at the floor. "My father is dead and I never knew my mother."

"Ah," Chiron said cautiously as if he were afraid I'd explode. "I apologize."

"Yeah."

"The reason I'm asking...lets start simple. This school is protected by magical barriers that keep the monsters from entering and slaughtering the half-bloods in the school."

"So monsters can't get in here?" I asked dumbly. All I was capable of doing at this point was repeating.

Annabeth shook her head. "Not unless they're intentionally summoned by somebody on the inside."

"Why would anybody want to summon a monster?"

"Practice fights. Practical jokes."

"Practical jokes? You're kidding, right?"

"If they're a half-blood, they can handle it."

There was that word again. Half-blood. I remember the cyclops calling me that, and I think Annabeth did. Now Chiron has. What did it mean?

"You keep saying that," I said. "Half-blood. What is that? What does it mean?"

"It means not human," Thalia said bluntly.

"Well, to be fair, half-human." Liam corrected.

"Half human and half what?" I demanded. Why couldn't anybody give me a straight answer?

The others looked at Chiron, as if afraid to tell me.

"God. Half god." Chiron said finally.

I swore loudly.

"Think about it, Alex!" Liam said, an attempt to calm me down. "It could be either one of your parents. Both of those are common stories when it comes to your Olympian parent. Your father could be alive, or your mother may have left because she had to!" I wasn't sure who he was trying to convince, me or himself. It sounded like something he'd repeated in his head numerous times.

"This is crazy." But it wasn't. If there's anything I know about Greek mythology, it's that the gods ran around and got a lot of kids with tons of humans.

"Yes." Beckendorf said. "But it's true."

I rubbed my forehead to fend off the impending headache. This was too much.

"I know it is a lot of information to process." Chiron said.

"No, no, it's fine!" I yelled. "You're telling me that the gods are real, and one of my parents is one of them! I'm doing _just_ fine!"

"This is why we don't tell them right away," Beckendorf whispered to Percy.

I sighed, and the anger drained out of me. "Sorry."

"Your apology is not needed, child," Chiron said. "Now, let's get training started."

**x x x**

"I still don't understand why I have to do this," I panted the next day.

"So that you don't get eaten!" Liam yelled, pulling ahead of me in the footrace.

We were in the gym at Goode High on a Saturday for no other purpose than to "get me into shape," as Chiron put it. Somehow he had managed to set up a giant training course for me that spanned the entire gym, with a climbing wall, archery range, miniature arena (apparently for sword practice), a rope to climb, and several other things that looked like they could be the end of my lazy weekends. Don't ask me how they managed to get that all in here with nobody noticing.

I wasn't the only one who was in training. Liam was here too, and he had admitted shyly to me that he was still new at this. He had only been found a month before I arrived at the school. Chiron had explained that the school acted as a kind of base for the demigods as they trained and killed monsters. Occasionally they would go on some type of quest, but that was rare.

Liam and I were locked in a footrace, and so far he was winning by a large amount. I didn't realize just how out of shape I was until he beat me to the finish line.

"That...is not...fun." I gasped.

"Oh, come on." Liam said. "You just gotta get used to it." He flashed me a smile and I stuck my tongue out at him childishly as I grabbed my water bottle.

"Where'd Chiron go?" I asked, after taking several large gulps of water from the bottle.

"I think he's IMing Mr. D."

I stared at him and stuck a finger out to point it at myself. "Newbie."

"Right, sorry. I keep forgetting. Mr. D is the...er...supervisor, I guess you could say, for this place. Chiron has to tell him whenever he finds a new half-blood so that Mr. D can tell the gods, and the parent can come forward. Sometimes — actually, most times — it takes a while for the parent to claim you as their own."

"Great. Do you guys all know who your parent is?"

"Most of us, yeah. There's more than just the people at our lunch table, you know. Percy is Poseidon's kid, Annabeth is Athena's, Beckendorf is Hephaestus's, and Thalia and I are both Zeus's children, though we have different mothers. Then Clarisse and her friends are all Ares's kids, Silena Beuregard — you haven't met her yet — and Drew are both Aphrodite's."

"That's a lot of kids. Is everyone else mortal?"

"Yeah. The Mist is pretty heavy for them here, so that they don't find out the truth."

"What's the Mist?" I asked. "Free showers?"

Liam snorted. "No. It's what keeps all the mortals from seeing the monsters and stuff. The Mist makes them think that a hellhound is a rottweiler, and makes all the other...uh, humanoid ones look normal. It gets thicker when there are a lot of us in one place."

"Neat. I gotta get home, it's already 5, and Lawrence will be wondering where I am. I told him this was Debate Club."

"That's an interesting excuse. I told my mom that this was track practice."

I shrugged. "He knows I'm not very athletic."

Liam gaped at me. "Are you kidding me? Red, you're way more athletic than you think. You almost had me in that foot race, you climbed the rope and the rock wall without difficulty, and with a bit more training you'll be a great fighter."

"Thanks, Liam." I said, grabbing my gym bag off the floor and not believing him. "I'll see you Monday."

"See ya. And Alex?"

I turned. "Yeah."

"Don't get killed."

**Please Review! I might also be slower on updating because of exams and state testing. Have a good week.**


End file.
